94             THREE YEARS IN MAXIPUR

appointment, he accepted it, but it was very
hard work having to start off on the march
again before we had had time to rest
ourselves after our long journey from
Manipur. That wonderful domestic whom
we could never do without in India, the
bearer, soon repacked all our things.

Why haven't we someone like a bearer in
England? He is a perfect godsend in the
shiny East. He is valet to the Sahib, makes
the beds, dusts the rooms, cleans the lamps
and boots, and is responsible for all the per-
formances of the other domestics. If they
fail to do their duty, or break your furniture
or crockery, you scold the bearer. If one of
your horses goes lame or gets out of condition,
the bearer knows of it very soon, and if your
cook sends you up anything nasty for dinner,
or the butter is sour or the milk turned, your
bearer is admonished. No doubt he lectures
the other servants for their misdeeds, and
takes many gratuities from them, varying
in bulk, for pacifying his irate master or